FRANCO    IN    CACERES                    213
cardo personally, and collectively upon all the defenders.
Long live Spain!**
Shouting broke out, strange though it sounded, and those
men, invulnerable to emotion, tried in all kinds of adversity,
felt the tears of joy swelling in their eyes. And in response
they cheered the general. In the sky above, three Nationalist
aeroplanes circled over the Alcazar as a token of homage^
gleaming under the golden rays of that autumn morning.
A staff correspondent of the London Daily Express^ a
newspaper-man of proved eloquence, wrote that it was
the most dramatic scene that he had ever witnessed. Those
human spectres, half-starved, holding weapons that were
no longer of any use. They had nothing. They had to learn
how to live all over again, and they had not yet decided to
leave the scene of their martyrdom. Then they saw Franco.
Many of them did not know him, but upon hearing the cry
"General Franco!" those people began to come to life again,
as though they had been revived by some drug. The name
of Franco meant everything to them, and they were united
in their feelings. It was the name which they had awaited as
they resisted. They cried out in shrill tones to express their
diverse sentiments. They cheered, wept, and embraced the
soldiers. It was an unforgettable spectacle in which it seemed
that some had lost their minds completely.
When Franco left the Alcazar to reconnoitre the citys he
was bidden farewell with loud cheers from the heroes who
remained there.